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On Pennbrook Hill the breezes blow 


From South and West; and far below 
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A river winds midst smiling land— 
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The Raritan—a silver band 
’Neath Pennbrook Hill. 


From Pluckamin to Peapack vale 
Rich meadow loam and hillside shale 
On every undulating field 

Tall grass and grain abundant yield 


Near Pennbrook Hill. 
Scattered afar throughout the shire - | 
Many a slender white church spire i 
Pointing aloft from village green, , ) 
Red \chaathoune barn and mill are seen | 
- From Pennbrook Hill. 
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“Tts timbered masonry 


In ages past, ere white man trod 
"Neath primal woods the mossy sod, 
The Indians bent on peace or war 


Surveyed the landscape near and far 


From Pennbrook Hill. 


The sly fox lapped its bubbling springs, 
Above, the eagle spread its wings, 

The stealthy wildcat roamed at night, 
And wolves put timid deer to flight 


On Pennbrook Hill. 


Sir William Penn a patent took 
For land that near a little brook 
Was cornered by a pile of stone; 


“Penn’s Corner” still is widely known— 


Hence Pennbrook Hill. 
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“From lawn and gardens 


Once, following fast on Trenton fight 
Which lit the gloom of Freedom’s night, 
Rode Washington in modest pride 
Along the steep and wooded side 
Of Pennbrook Hill. 


Rough charcoal burners next appeared 
And many a rude log cabin reared 
Near shafts, deep sunk for iron ore 
To furnish implements of war 


From Pennbrook Hill. 


At last mechanics plied their trade 

On site prepared by plow and spade, 
And soon a house of stone and wood 
Arose where orchards once had stood 


~ On Pennbrook Hill. 


It lacked tall towers or marble hall 
And yet, a dignity withal — 
Spoke from its timbered masonry 
And portal crowned with heraldry 
On Pennbrook Hill. 


Soon cries of merry children sound 
From lawn and gardens all around; 
The gay macaw preens in the sun, 
The sportsman roams with dog and gun » 
On Pennbrook Hill. 


The young frequent the tennis courts, 
And sometimes hold Gymkhana sports, 
Where on the “Oak Field’s” ample space 
The nimble ponies swirl and race - 


*Neath Peanbroak Hill. 
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A coach and four rolls up the drive, af 
The huntsman and the hounds arrive, - . 
Or beaglers dressed in bottle green 

Lend life and color to the scene 


On Pennbrook Hill. 


Ere long we turn another page— 
The only son has come of age; 

Soft candles glittering from the wall 
Illuminate a merry ball 


On Pennbrook Hill. 


From early spring till late in fall 
Along the ivied terrace wall 


In friendly talk or merry jest 


The couples walk or sit at rest — 


On Pennbrook Hill. 
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At Christmastide the hall is hung 


With holly wreaths, and old and young | 

Meet round the table’s plenteous cheer | | 

To drink the health of those most’ dear | | | 
| To Pennbrook Hill. 


Ten portraits hang in Pennbrook Hall, 
Five generations—one and all 
Of gentle blood, unblemished name, 
Though bouiing neither wealth nor fame 
On Pennbrook Hill. 


Four charming brides have passed the gate 
By Pennbrook Lodge in wedded state, 
Beribboned steeds sped them away, 

Or motor cars in later day, . 


From Pennbrook Hill. 
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“By Pennbrook Lodge” 


The son leaves home to fight in France, 
A daughter to be nurse near Rheims, 
And both return, with honors won 

For service at the front well done, 


To Pennbrook Hill. 


Three generations now have known 
The charm of Pennbrook as their own, 
Have watched the sunset’s golden glow 
Light up at eve the gracious brow 
Of Pennbrook Hill. 


Her welcome warm to all is known 
Though not in sculptured letters shown; 
The motto speaks from door and gate: 
“None come too soon, none leave too late” 


From Pennbrook Hill. 


“Ten portraits hang in Pennbrook Hall” 


Two thousand guests from every clime | 
Have writ their names from time to time 
In Pennbrook’s book for those who stay 
Within its walls a night and day 
On Pennbrook Hill. 


And so through ever changing years, 

With births and deaths, midst smiles and tears, 
With christenings, weddings, work and play, 
Life’s course unending goes its way 


On Pennbrook Hill. 


Long may the same endearing charm 
Brood over meadow, lawn and farm. 
Long may our own descendants know, 
Live and enjoy life’s passing show 
On Pennbrook Hill. 
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